Yceld flinging ncttlesto mine enemies : 
A«d when they from thy bofomeplutke a flower 
Guard kl pray thee w J th a lurking Adder, * 
WhofedoublctOHguer^ay with a mortal! touch, 
Thro w death vpon thy Soueraines enemies : 
Mocke noMny fenfleiTe coniuration Lords j 
This Ceirdv fhall haue a feeling, and thefe Hones 
Prooue armed Souldi'ers erelier natiue Kino- 
Shall falter vnderfoule rebellious amies. 

/>/. Fcare not my Lord, that power that made you Kin 
Hath powcr.to kecpe you king in fpite of all ; 
The meanes that lieauens yceld muff be imbrac't 
And notncglected. Elfe heauen would, 
And we would not',heauens ofFer,we refiife 
The proffered meanes of fuccours and redrefTe. 

Ahw. Hemeanes,myLord, thatwearetorcmifre 
•Whilft %//iv^m^,through our fecurity, 
Gro vves ftrong and great m fubftance and in power. 

King. Difcomfertablecoofin,knowft thou not, 
That when the fearching eic of heauen is hid 
• Behind the globe that lights the lower world, 
Then thecues and robbers range abroade vnfeenc 
In murthers,and in outrage bloody heere. 
But when from vnder his terreftriall ball, 
He fires the proude tops of the efterne pines, 
And darts his light through euery guilty hole • 
Then murdel's^reafons.and detefted finnes, ? 
The cloake of night being pluckt from offtheir backts, 
Stand bare and naked trembling at themfelues: 
So when this thiefe,this traitour * 
Who all this while hath i eucldin theniMit 
^Vhilft we were w andring with the Antipodes,. 
Shall fee vs rifing in our throne the Eaft, 
His treafons will fit bJufliing in his face/ 
Not able to endure the fight of day, 
But felfe affrighted,tremblcd athis finnc, 
Not all the water in the rough rude Sea, 
On walla the balme off from anannoytitedKiflo-, 


The breath of worldly men cannot depofe 
The deputy elefted by the Lord, 
For euery man that 12 nil webrookt hdthpreft, 
To lift /hrewde fteele againft our golden crownc, 
God for his Rtc ; hath in heauenly pay, 
A glorious Angel : then if Angels nglit, 
Weakcmcn muft fall, for heauen ftill guardes the right. 
Enter Soltfh. 

King. Welcome my Lord :how farre offlies yourpowerf 
SaHftj. Nor necre nor farther oflf,my gratious Lord : 

Than this wcake arme 5 difcomfort guides my tongue. 

And bids me fpeake ofnothing butDefpaire, 

One day too late, I feare,my noble Lo: 

Hath clouded all thy happy dayes on earth, 

O call backc yeftcrday,bidTime returne, 

And thou {halt haue tweluc thoufand fighting mens 

To day,to day,vnhappy day,too late, 

Ouerthrowcs thy ioyes, friends,fortune and thy ftatc : 

For all the Welckmcn hearing thou wert dead, 

Are gone to t Bulwgibrooke y di(per{k^nd fled. 
Mm. Comfort,my liege,why lookes your Grace fo pale* 
King* But now the bloud of twenty thoufand men 

Did triumph in my face,and they are fled : 

And till fo much bloud thither come againe, 

Haue I not reafon to looke pale and dead? 

All foulcs that will be fafe, flie from my fide, 

For Time hath fet a blot vp on my pride. 
Awn. Comfort, my Liege, remember who you are* 
King. Ihadforgotmyfelfe y AmInotKing? 

Awake thou coward,Maieftie thou fleepcft,° 

1$ not the Kings name twentic thoufand names? 

Arme,armc,my name a puny fubieft ftrikes 

At thy great gloiy,le<»kc not to the ground, 

Tee ftuouritcs of a Ring^re wc not high? 

Highbcourthoughts,I know my vncklelV^ (heerc> 

«ath power euough to ferucour turnc : but who comes 
Sr/ttrSeroopt. 

S™?*. More health and happineffc betide my Licgc, 

Jhcn 


